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Stung Again 


“ CASTING BREAD UPON THE WATER” 


GyHE was leaning on the rail, 
And was looking deathly pale. 

Was she looking for a whale? 

Not at all. 
She was papa’s only daughter, 
Casting bread upon the water, 
In a way she hadn’t oughter, 

That was all. 


SUSPICIOUS 


BLN up-state farmer went to a circus for the first time 

and stood before the dromedary’s cage, gaping at the 
strange beast within. He remained there in wondering 
silence long after the main show began, examining every 
detail of the misshapen legs, the cloven hoofs, the sleepy 
eyes, and the mounded back of the dromedary. For some 
time he continued to gaze. Then the skeptical farmer 
turned away with an air of disgust. 

“ H —1, there ain’t no such animal.” 


STUNG AGAIN 


MARY’S QUESTION 


COME little while ago a popular writer visited a jail 
in order to take notes for a magazine article on prison 
life. On returning home he described the horrors he had 
seen, and his description made a deep impression on the 
mind of his little daughter Mary. The writer and his 
offspring, a week later, were in a train together, which 
stopped at a station near a gloomy building. A man 
asked : 

‘“‘ What place is that? ”’ 

“The county jail,’’ another answered promptly. 

Whereupon Mary embarrassed her father and aroused 
the suspicions of the other occupants of the carriage by 
asking in a loud, shrill voice: 

‘Ts that the jail you were in, father? ”’ 


NO HIGH ROLLER 


i MAN entered a drug store in haste and asked fora 

nickel’s worth of quinine pills. The clerk thinking 
him in a hurry started to hand them to the purchaser 
loosely, but noticing a look of disgust on his face, re- 
marked, ‘‘Shall I do them up for you?” ‘‘ Well,” 
replied the customer, ‘‘ did yer think I was going to roll 
them home?” 


STUNG AGAIN 


FOOD FOR THOUGHT 


(HE solemnity of the meeting was somewhat disturbed 

when the eloquent young theologian pictured in 
glowing words the selfishness of men who spend their 
evenings at the club, leaving their wives in loneliness 
at home at this happy season. ‘Think, my hearers,”’ 
said he, ‘‘of a poor, neglected wife, all alone in the 
great, dreary house, rocking the cradle of her sleeping 
babe with one foot and wiping away her tears with the 
other!” 


A CHOICE OF TWO EVILS 


QE evening the youngest of the large family was 

holding forth in her best style, The mother could 
do nothing with the child, so the father, a scientist by 
profession, went to the rescue. 4 

“T think I can quiet little Flora,” he said. ‘‘T‘here’s 
no use in humming to her in that silly way. What she 
wants is real music. The fact that I used to lead our 
Glee Club at college may make a difference, too.”’ 

Accordingly, the professor took the child and, striding 
up and down the room, sang in his best manner. After 
the second stanza of his song a ring was heard, and the 
door was opened to admit a girl of fourteen. 

““T’m one of the family that’s just moved into the flat 
next to yours,” she said. ‘‘There’s a sick person with 
us, and he says, if it’s allthe same to you, would you 
mind letting the baby cry instead of singing to it?” 


STUNG AGAIN 


THE TRUTH TOLD 


(Ope vicar of a large country town in England visited 
a parishioner, a widow, seventy-five years old, who 
had had ten children, all of whom, except one daughter, 
had married and left her. - Now this daughter also was 
about to be married. The old lady would then be left 
quite alone, and the clergyman endeavored to sympathize 
with her. ‘‘ Well, Mrs. Higgins,’ he said, ‘‘ you must 
feel lonely now, after having had so large a family.” 
‘Ves, sir,” she said, “‘I do feelitlonesome. I’ve brought 
up a large family, and here I am living alone. An’ I 
misses ’em an’ I wants ’em; but I misses ’em more than 
I wants ’em.”’ 


BANG 


Y rubber,’’ said Nat Goodwin, describing a Turkish 
bath that he once had in Mexico, ‘‘wasa very strong 
man. He laid me ona slab and kneaded me and punched 
me and banged me in a most emphatic way. When it 
was over and I had gotten up, he came up behind me, 
before my sheet was adjusted, and gave me three resound- 
ing slaps on the back with the palm of his enormous hand. 
‘“‘ What the blazes are you doing? ’”’ I gasped, staggering. 
““ “No offense, sir,’ said the man, ‘it was only to let the 
office know that I was ready for the next bather. You 
see, sir, the bell’s out of order in this room.’ ”’ 


STUNG AGAIN 


REVENGE IS SWEET 


H WOMAN entered a railway train crowded with 

winter tourists and happened to take a seat in front 
of a newly-married couple. She was hardly seated 
before they began making remarks about her, which 
some of the passengers must have heard. 

Her last year’s bonnet and cloak were fully criticised 
with more or less giggling on the bride’s part, and there 
is no telling what might have come next if the woman 
had not put a sudden stop to the conversation by a bit 
of clever, feminine strategy. 

She turned her head, noticed that the bride was con- 
siderably older than the bridegroom, and, in the 
smoothest of tones, said: 

‘‘Madam, will you please have your son remove his 
feet from the back of my chair?”’ 


HE NEEDED IT MORE 


sl MINISTER meeting a neighbor’s boy who had 
just come out of a fight on New Year’s Day with a 
fearful black eye, put his hand on the boy’s head and 
said: 
‘‘My boy, I pray you may never fight again, and that 
you may never receive another black eye.’’ 
‘*That’s ali right,’’ said the boy. ‘‘You go home 
and pray over your own kid. I gave him two of ’em.”’’ 


STUNG AGAIN 


WE’RE COMING TO IT 


QO! hear they do be sindin’ messages now widout 
woires er poles. Faith, it’s wondherful toimes 
we're livin’ in, Dinnis.’’ 
“It is, Moike. Shure, th’ way things is goin,’ we’ll 
be able t' travel widout lavin’ home wan av thim days.”’ 


NOT WHAT HE CAME FOR 
UQHILe a small boy was fishing one Sunday morn- 
ing he accidentally lost his foothold and tumbled 
into the creek. As anold man on the bank was helping 
him out he said: ‘‘How did you come to fall in the 
river, my little man?’’ 
‘**T didn’t come to fall in the river. I came to fish,” 
replied the boy. 


HER REWARD 


HE was the dearest and most affectionate little 

woman in the world, and so thoughtful of her hus- 

band’s comfort and his needs. One evening, when 
company was expected, she inquired solicitously; 

“‘Aren’t you going to wear that necktie I gave you 
on Christmas, dearie?”’ 

“‘Of course Iam, Henrietta,’’ responded dearie. ‘‘I 
was saving itup. Iam going to wear that red necktie, 
and my Nile-green smoking jacket, and my purple and 
yellow socks, and open that box of cigars you gave me, 
all at once—to-night.’’ 


STUNG AGAIN 


FIRST AID 


H PROMINENT physician was recently called to his 
telephone by a colored woman formerly in the 

service of his wife. In great agitation the woman ad- 
vised the physician that her youngest child was in a bad 
way. 
‘‘What seems to be the trouble?”’ asked the doctor. 

‘‘Doc, she done swallered a bottle of ink!’’ 

“T’ll be over there in a short while to see her,’’ said 
the doctor. ‘‘Have you done anything for her?”’ 

“‘T done give her three pieces o’blottin’-paper, Doc,”’ 
said the colored woman doubtfully. 


HE SAID WHAT HE WAS TOLD 
CAN’T keep the visitors from coming up,’’ said the 
office-boy dejectedly to the editor. ‘‘WhenI say 
you’re out they don’t believe me. ‘They say they must 
see you.”’ 

“Well,” said the editor, ‘‘just tell them that’s what 
they all say. I don’t care if you ‘cheek’ them, but I 
must have quietness.”’ 

That afternoon there called at the office a lady. She 
wanted to see the editor, and the boy assured her that 
it was impossible. 

spit) 1 mst see him!’ she protested. “I’m: his 
wife!” ) 

“That’s what they all say,’’ replied the boy. 

And now a new boy is wanted there. 


STUNG AGAIN 


A NEW IDEA 


ORAH, the ‘‘green’’ cook, poked her head in at 
the dining-room door. 

‘“‘Please, ma’am,’’ she asked, ‘‘an’ how will I be 
knowin’ when the puddin’ is cooked?” 

‘‘Stick a knife into it,” said her mistress, recalling the 
cook-book instructions. ‘‘If the knife comes out clean, 
the pudding is ready to serve.”’ 

eis. ma am.’? 

‘“‘And, oh, Nora?’’ ‘The mistress had had an after- 
thought. ‘‘If the knife does come out clean, you might 
stick all the rest of the knives into the pudding.” 


SOUTHERN PUSH 


H NORTHERNER riding through the West Vir- 
ginian mountains came up with a mountaineer 
leisurely driving a herd of pigs. 

‘‘Where are you driving the pigs to?’’ asked the 
rider. 

‘‘Out to pasture ’em a bit.”’ 

‘‘What for?”’ 

“To fatten ’em.” 

‘‘Isn’t it pretty slow work to fatten them on grass? 
Up where I come from we pen them up and feed them 
oncorn. It saves a lot of time,”’ 

“‘Yaas, Is’pose so,’”’ drawled the mountaineer. ‘‘But, 
h—, what’s time to a hawg?”’ 


STUNG AGAIN 


A BIT OF A HOLE 


OCTOR — “ Your husband will be all right now.” 
Wife — ‘“‘ What do: you mean? You told me he 
couldn’t live a fortnight ago.” 
“Well, I’m going to cure him. Surely you are glad?” 
‘“Puts me in a bit of a hole. I’ve bin and sold all his 
clothes to pay for his funeral.” 


THE HOME TEAM 


UQUHEN Mr. Jones’s seventh son was born, there was 
great rejoicing. ‘Twoor three days after the event, 
one of the neighbors, meeting Tommy, the eldest son, 
asked if he were not sorry that his baby brother was not a 
baby sister. 

Tommy shook his head. 

‘No, ma’am, not me! ° he replied with great decision. 
““Y’ see we're tryin’ for a baseball nine.” 


RAN ACROSS A FRIEND 


UT, Cousin Bertha, how did you make the ac- 
quaintance of your second husband? ”’ 

“It was quite romantic. I was out walking with my 

first, when my second came along in an automobile and 

ranhimdown. ‘That was the beginning of our friendship.” 


STUNG AGAIN 


HAD HER STARTED 


IDDY,”’ says Pat, timidly, ‘‘did ye iver think 0’ 

marryin’?”’ 

‘‘Shure, now,’’ says Biddy, looking demurely at her 
shoe, ‘‘shure, now, the subject has niver entered me 
mind at all, at all.” i 

‘It’s sorry Oi am,”’ says Pat, and he turned away. 

‘‘Wan minute, Pat,’’ said Biddy, softly. ‘‘ Ye’ve 


> >99 


set me thinkin’. 


TALL FISH STORY 


Gy PEAKING about showers of fish,’’ said the solemn- 
looking nature fakir from his seat on the starchbox, 
‘‘reminds me of the time we were marooned on an island 
in the blue Pacific. For two hours there was a shower of 
fresh mackerel and, strange to say, they all dropped into 
a salt lake on the mountainside. That brined them.” 

‘“Whew!’”’ the old codgers chorused in unison. 

“But that’s not the strangest part of the story. Ten 
days later a cyclone came along, picked up the brined 
mackerel and dropped them into a hot spring. That 
boiled them; and, gentlemen, they were the finest boiled 
mackerel you ever tasted. I thought about sendng some 
home to the folks, but - 

There was a sudden interruption and six strong men 
took the nature fakir outside and ducked him in the horse 
trough. 


STUNG AGAIN 


THE NEWLY WEDS 


Q’ his honeymoon.) ‘Larry, my wife and I have 

both noticed that the .towns-people stare at us very 
hard. I hope you haven’t been telling anybody that we 
are newly married?” 

Larry (the faithful factotum): ‘‘ Me tell ’em, sir. Is 
it likely O’id go agin ordhers? Why, whiniver anybody 
thryed to pump me, sur, O’ive towld ’em you wasn’t 
married at all.” 


JUST AS GOOD 
FFICE BOY — “ Well, what d’ye want?” 
Poet —— ‘“‘I wish to submit a poem to the editor.” 


Office Boy — “I’m glad yer come. _ I couldn’t git off 
ter see de football game dis afternoon, but dis’ll do just 
as well.” 


RIGHT AT LAST 


WH GERMAN had in his employ a boy who was always 

about ten minutes late for business in the morning. 
After being called down oii a number of occasions, the 
youngster turned over a new leaf, and eventually the 
German congratulated him, saying, ‘‘ Linas, you are early 
of late; you used to be behind before and now you are first 
at last.” 


STUNG AGAIN 


VERY SORRY 


CERTAIN wealthy gentleman, whom we will call 

Green, determined to take a few weeks’ rest and 
spend the time hunting and fishing. Hesought among his 
friends for a kindred spirit to accompany him on the trip. 
But Jones was too busy; Brown had a family, and Smith 
didn’t care for hunting. 

At last in desperation he decided to place an advertise- 
ment in the columns of a leading daily. About two o’clock 
that night Green was awakened by a furious ringing of 
his door bell. It was a stormy night, but Green hastily 
dressed and descended to the front door, where, standing 
in the driving snow, he found a man in the last stages of 
inebriety. 

‘‘ Are you the man wot advertised (hic) for a companion 
for a hunting trip? ”’ 

‘““ Yes,” replied Green, shivering with the cold. 

“Well, I (hic) just c-come ’round to tell you (hic) I 
c-couldn’t go.” 


NOT HIS KIND 


Re you die for me?”’ she asked dreamily. 

“Oh, say!” he retorted in a matter-of-fact way, 
“Gif you haven’t any more ambition than to be looking 
for dead ones you’re not the girl for me !”’ 


Of eT 


STUNG AGAIN 
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ALSO OTHER ROADS 


H TRAVELLER in the dining car of a Georgia railroad 
had ordered fried eggs for breakfast. 
“Con’t give yo’ fried aigs, boss,” the negro waiter in- 
formed him, ‘‘ lessen yo’ want to wait till we stops.” 
‘Why, how is that? ”’ 
“Well, de cook he says de road’s so rough dat ebery 
time he tries to fry aigs dey scrambles.”’ 


NO SECONDS 


(HERE was a visitor in the little town of Bowdoin 
who, on looking about, saw no children, but only grown 
men and women. He wondered at this and, finally, meet- 
ing a weazened old man on the street, inquired: ‘ How 
often are children born in this town?’ 
““Only once,” the man replied as he proceeded on his 
way. 


BE AISY 


UQuee (in a hoarse whisper) — ‘“‘ Moike, Moike, wake 
up. Thur’s a murthering thafe in the room.”’ 

Mike — ‘‘ Whist now, Rosie, be aisy; Oi’ve me eye on 
him, an’ if he foinds anything in this room Oi’ll get up and 
take it froom him.” 


STUNG AGAIN 


HE COMPROMISED 


CUERE was a children’s hospital which Miss Vander- 
bilt visited regularly, taking fruit and flowers to the 
little patients, and in a certain ward a boy was pointed out 
to her one day as a bad customer. 

“Oh, he is incorrigible,”’ sighed the nurse. 

Miss Vanderbilt talked a while with the little chap, and 
when she arose to go she said: 

“See here, I have heard bad reports about you. Now, 
I want you to promise me to be good. If you are good 
for a whole week, Ill give you a dollar when I come again 
next Thursday.” 

The boy promised to try to be good. ‘This promise, 
though, he did not keep. On her next visit, Miss Vander- 
bilt, going to his cot said: 

“T shall not ask the nurses how you have behaved thislast 
week, I want you to tell me yourself. Now, what do you 
think—do you deserve the dollar I promised you or not?”’ 

The boy regarded Miss Vanderbilt with a troubled frown. 
Then he said in a low voice: 

“Gimme a nickel.” 


THE LITTLE THINGS THAT COUNT 
HN OLD Quaker, not careful of the teachings of his 
faith, was discovered by his wife kissing the cook 
behind the door. But the Quaker was not disturbed. 
“Wife,” said he gently, ‘if thee doesn’t quit thy peeking 
thee will make trouble in the family.” 


STUNG AGAIN 


INQUISITIVENESS 


Th® rushed up the steps leading to the “L,’’ dived 

through the crowd, bought a ticket, dropped his 
change, and arrived on the platform to hear the gates of 
the train slam. He looked around with a bite-a-nail-in- 
two expression, then a resigned expression came over his 
face, and he leaned carelessly up against a chewing gum 
box. ‘Then he sighed. 

“Did you miss your train? ”’ asked a man standing near. 
The weary individual looked up. 

“Miss my train?’”’ he responded in a grouchy voice. 
““No, I chased myself up here just to see them close the 
gates, you fool! ° 

‘““ Why were you late?” continued the inquisitive indi- 
vidual. ‘‘Is your watch out of order?” 

‘‘Hang it,no! My watch is all right,” replied the man, 
“but my feet are about a minute slow, I guess.” 


WHICH 


(AS Irishmen, Pat and. Mike, stood looking at brick- 
layers who were working on a building that was being 
erected, when the following conversation was overheard: 
Mike — Pat, kin yer tell me what kapes them bricks 
together? 
Pat — Sure, Mik; it’s the mortar. 
“Not by a blame sight ; that kapes them apart.”’ 


STUNG AGAIN 


WHEN YOU’RE SAFE 


“IPINNESSEY,” said Mr. Dooley, ‘‘ thisis great talkin’ 
about Christian Science, hey?” 

‘“Yes,’”’ said Mr. Hennessey, ‘‘and what do you think 
about it? ”’ ; 

“Well,” said Mr. Dooley, ‘‘ I think that if the Christian 
Scientists had a little more science and the doctors had a 
little more Christianity, it wouldn’t make any difference 
which you called in — if you had a good nurse.” 


ALL IN THE FAMILY 


FN ARTIST who occupied a studio on the top floor 
of a large building was disposed to be very pleasant 
to the janitress. 
‘How many children have you, Mrs. O’Flarity?”’ he 
asked her one morning as she was polishing the doorknob. 
“It’s siven I have, sir,’ she replied, ‘“‘and lucky I am, 
too. Bless ’em. Four be the third wife of me second 
husband, three by the second wife of me furst.”’ 


ALLAYING HER FEARS 
(¢ he SERELEAF (in street car).— Conductor, I no- 


ticed three men smoking on the rear platform. 
Conductor — Don’t worry, lady; the lace curtains are 
being laundered to-day, so there’ll be no harm done. 


STUNG AGAIN 


HER REASON 


“QUR engagement will have to be temporarily sus- 
pended,’’announced the summer girl, calmly. ‘‘Oh, 

impossible,” the young man vowed. “It will have to be. 

My husband writes that he is coming down for a week.’’ 


OF COURSE SHE WOULD 


USBAND —I suppose you only married me because 
Thad a little money. 
Wife — Paul, that’s unfair. You know I’d have mar- 
ried you if you’d had twice as much. 


TRANSPARENT 


AH FINE robust soldier, an Irishman, after serving 

Uncle Sam for some time became greatly reduced in 
weight, owing to exposure and scanty rations, until he 
was so weak he could hardly stand. Consequently he got 
leave of absence to go home and recuperate. 

He arrived at his home station looking very much of a 
wreck. Just as he stepped off the train one of his old 
friends rushed up to him and said, ‘‘ Well, well, Pat, I 
am glad to see you’re back from the front.” 

‘*Begorra, I knew I was getting thin, but I nivver 
thought you could see that much,” said Pat. 


STUNG AGAIN 


AN INDORSEMENT 


iH BRIDE’S mother presented her with a check on 

Christmas Day. With a feeling of the utmost im- 
portance she took it down to the bank in which her hus- 
band had opened an account for her. The cashier took 
the check, then handed it back politely, saying: 

‘* Will you please indorse it, Madam? ”’ 

“‘Indorse it?’ repeated the bride, puzzled. 

“Yes, across the back, you know,” replied the man, 
too busy to notice her bewilderment. 

The bride carried the check to a desk, laid it face down- 
ward, and nibbled the end of a pen thoughtfully. Then 
inspiration came, and she wrote triumphantly across the 
back: 

“For Fanny, from mother. Christmas, 1907.” 


KNEW HIS BUSINESS 


iH LADY having her home remodelled called in a 
carpenter of Irish extraction and inquired if he was 

a carpenter. 

Lan. »said- Pat, 

*‘Can you do all kinds of work?’’ 

‘*Sure I can,’’ was the answer. 

‘‘Can you make a Venetian blind?’’ 

scat: 

““How would you go about it?’’ 

‘I'd stick me thumb in his eye,”’ said Pat. 


STUNG AGAIN 


NO PLACE FOR HER 


qT T was the first vaudeville performance the old colored 
lady had ever seen, and she was particularly excited 

over the marvelous feats of the magician. But when he 
covered a newspaper with a heavy flannel cloth, and read 
the print through it, she grew a little nervous. He then 
doubled the cloth and again read the letters accurately. 

This was more than she could stand, and rising in her 
seat, she said: 

“T’m goin’ home. ‘This ain’t no place for a lady ina 
thin calico dress! ”’ 


HE UNDERSTOOD 


GEE trig little woman with the horticultural display 
on her head stepped upon the pay-right-now-while- 

we’ ve-got-you car. 

The conductor held out his hand for his fare. 

“You'll have to wait until after I get inside,” she told 
him. 

‘‘Oh, no,”’ insisted the faretaker, ‘“‘ you have to pay 
right here on these cars.’’ 

“But I tell you I can’t pay you until after I get inside,”’ 
repeated the little woman. 


“Ves, but ve 
‘“‘ Here! ’’ interrupted a big man who had climbed on 
behind the woman. “Just take her fare out of this. 


Iknow howitis. My wifecarriesher money that way.” » 


STUNG AGAIN 


WHEREIN THEY DIFFER 


ITTLE Willie— Say, pa, what’s the difference 
between an optimist and a pessimist? 
Pa — An optimist sees,only the doughnut, my son, 
while the pessimist sees nothing but the hole therein. 


IN ANCIENT EGYPT 


ARK ANTONY was back from Rome. 

‘* Howdy, Cleo!’’ he greeted from the back of his 
camel. ‘‘ How’s everything? Are the pyramids still 
here? Does the sphinx need a new coat of paint? Have 
any of the sacred cats been slaughtered by bootjacks? 
How many buttons has your new waist? How e 

But Cleopatra interrupted him with a frown. 

“‘T am sorry Julius Cesar ever introduced you,” she 
snapped. ‘‘ Instead of a Mark Antony you are a question 
mark.”’ 


GRIEF 


(yELANNAGAN came home one night with a deep 
band of black crape around his hat. 
“Why, Mike!” exclaimed his wife. ‘‘ What are ye 
wearin’ thot mournful thing for? ”’ 
“Tm wearing it for yer first husband,” replied Mike 
firmly. ‘I’m sorry he’s dead.” 


Tee) eee 


STUNG AGAIN 


SERVED HIM RIGHT 


(Ce Irishmen, meeting one day, were discussing 
local news, 

“Do you know Jim Skelly? ”’ asked Pat. 

‘‘ Faith,” said Mike, ‘‘ an’ I do.” 

“Well,” said Pat, ‘‘he has had his appendix taken 
away from him.” 

“Ye don’t say so!” said Mike. ‘‘ Well, it serves him 
right. He should have had it in his wife’s name.” 


HONEST 


q HAVE come all the way out here,” said the tender- 
foot, ‘‘ to see your beautiful sunset.”’ 
“‘Somebody’s been stringing you, stranger,’”’ replied 
Arizona Al. ‘‘ It ain’t mine.” 


ONLY THREE OF THEM 


GH following story is told by an Irishman, wrestling 
with a mathematical problem too great for his mental 
faculties. ‘‘The two Grogans was wan, Pat Flynn was 
two, meself was three, bedad I thought there was four of 
us. Pat Flynn was one, meself was two, the two Grogans 
was three — meself was one, the two Grogans was two, 
Pat Flynn was three — there was but three of us after all.”’ 


STUNG AGAIN 


KNEW HIS BUSINESS 


T WANT some collars for my husband,’’ said a lady 
in a department store, ‘‘but I am afraid I have for- 
gotten the size.” 
‘“Thirteen and a half, ma’am?’’ suggested the clerk. 
‘“That’s it. How on earth did you know?” 
‘‘Gentlemen who let their wives buy their collars for 
‘em are almost always about that size, ma’am,’’ explained 
the observant clerk. 


AINT IT AWFUL 


H WEARY guest at a small and not very clean 
country inn was repeatedly called, the morning 
after his arrival, by the colored man-of-all work, 

‘‘See here,’’ he finally burst forth, ‘chow many times 
have I told you I don’t want to Be called? I want to 
sleep!”’ 

‘‘T know, suh, but dey’ve got to hab de sheets. any- 
how. It’s almos’ eight o’clock, an’ dey’s waitin’ fo de 
tableclof.” 


PRACTICE MAKES PERFECT 


i DOCTOR attending a patient remarked to the 

patient that he seemed to be coughing with diffi- 
culty. ‘‘That’s odd,’’ whispered the dying man, ‘‘for 
I’ve been practicing all night.” 


STUNG AGAIN 


NOT A “BIRTH” IN HIS LANGUAGE 


H COMMERCIAL traveler is on friendly terms with 
the porter of a sleeping-car that he uses frequently. 
‘‘Well, Lawrence,’’ announced the salesman one 
morning gleefully, ‘‘I have good news for you. We've 
had a birth in our family—twins.”’ 
seat am no birth, sir,” said ence, “dat’saa 
section.’ 


PRESENCE OF MIND 


Two Jews were talking of their travels and found 
that they and their wives had all been in a particu- 

lar train wreck, Naturally the financial aspect came 
up and this dialogue occurred: 

“What damages did you get?” 

““ft,000. What did ou get?” 

‘<5 ,000,”” 

‘‘Holy Moses! how did you do it?’’ 

‘Val, I'll tell you; ven the accident occurred, I had 
the presence of mind to kick my wife in the face.” 


SAVED 


UQUHERE are you going Pat?’ asked a priest who 
saw one of his parishioners stepping into a train. 
‘*T’o the Races, yer riverince,’’ was the reply. ‘‘You 
are going to hell then,’’ said the priest. ‘‘Faith, it’s 
no matter,’’ rejoined Pat, ‘‘I’ve a return ticket.” 


STUNG AGAIN 


HE SAW THE BEGINNING 


iH FRIEND of the family had been summoned to 
testify, much against his will, as to certain domestic 

disturbances in a Chicago household. 

“You saw these blows administered?” asked counsel. 

‘*Yes, sir,’’ replied the witness. 

‘Did you see the beginning of the quarrel between 
this man and his wife?’’ 

‘ oT ‘etyel. 

‘*When was it?” 

‘“‘Six years ago,’’ 

“Six years ago! How is that possible?’’ 

“T was a guest at their wedding,’’ said:the witness. 


JUST THINK OF IT! 


Fl CONGRESSMAN, whois recognized as an authority 
in matters of state, had been to Baltimore one after- 

noon with his family. When they left the train at 
Washington, ontheir return, his wife discovered that 
her umbrella, which had been intrusted to the care of 
her husband, was missing. 

‘‘Where’s my umbrella?” she demanded. 

“‘T’m afraid I’ve forgotten it, my dear,’’ meekly an- 
swered the Congressman. ‘‘It must still be in the train.’’ 

“(In the train!’’ snorted the lady. ‘‘And to think that 
the affairs of the nation are intrusted to a man who 
doesn’t know enough to take care of a woman’s 
umbrella!” 
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KNEW WHAT SHE WANTED 


H TEACHER asked her class to draw a picture of 
that which they wished to be when they grew up. 

The pupils went diligently to work with paper and 
pencil, some drawing pictures of soldiers, policemen, 
fine ladies, etc. They all worked hard, except one little 
girl, who sat quietly holding her pad and pencil in 
hand, 

The teacher, observing her, asked: 

“Don’t you know what you want to be when you 
grow up, Anna!” 

‘*Yes, I know,’’ replied the little girl, ‘‘but I don’t 
know how to draw it. I want to be married.’’ 


WHY HE WAITED 


FN OLD gentleman, clad in a somewhat youthful 
suit of light grey flannel, sat on a bench in the park 
enjoying the spring day. 

‘‘What’s the matter, sonny?” he asked a small urchin 
who lay on the-grass and stared at him intently. ‘‘Why 
don’t you go and play?”’ 

‘Don’t want to,’’ the boy replied. 

“But it is not natural,’’ the old gentleman insisted, 
‘for a boy to be so quiet. Why don’t you want to?” 

“Oh, I’m just waitin’,” the little fellow answered. 
‘“‘T’m just waitin’ till you get up. A man painted that 
bench about fifteen minutes ago,” 
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THE BOOKMAKER KNEW 


UqEAt is there about betting on horse-races that is 
so bad for the health?”’ said young Mrs. Brown. 

‘‘T never heard of anything,’’ answered the visitor. 

““Didn’t you? Every tine Charley makes a bet he 

comes home and says there is something wrong with his 


system,” 


SIGN OF PRECOCITY 


T BELAVE, declared the Irishman, ‘thot me young- 
est son’s born t’ be a surgeon.’’ 
‘‘Phat leads ye t’ say thot?”’ asked his friend. 
“Oi caught him usin’ th’ scissors on a book Oi’d 
lately bought an’ before Oi c’d stop him he cut out th’ 
appindix.”’ 


INFORMATION WANTED 


(q\h) Z. (at the police station) — ‘‘Can I see the man 
* you arrested at my house last night? ”’ 
Chief Constable — ‘‘ What do you want to see him for? ” 
M. Z.—‘‘ I want to ask him how he managed to get into 
the house and go upstairs without waking my wife.” 
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HE KNEW HIS 


H YOUNG man being.invited to a dinner party, de- 
termined to contribute to the entertainment of the 
guests. Casting about for something out of thg ordinary, 
he found a party who had a trained flea for sale. The 
purchase was quickly made and “ Jocko” was taken ina 
small box to the dinner. 

Between two of the courses when conversation began to 
lag he took Jocko out and putting him on the table, bade 
Jocko to jump for the ladies. The little fellow performed 
to the delight of the guests. Suddenly he disappeared. 
A search was made, but for some time Jocko could not be 
found. At last a rather rotund lady seated near the end 
of the table handed the missing insect to his master. 

Placing him on the table again he once more commanded 
Jocko to jump; but Jocko remained immovable. After 
several vain attempts to repeat the trick he picked up the 
flea and handing it back said: ‘‘ Madam, I’m sorry, but 
that is not Jocko.” 


HIS INVESTMENT 


Gyre LaDy (who had given the tramp a nickle )}—Now, 
what will you do with it? 
Hungry Hobo — Waal, ye see mum, ef I buy an 
auto, there ain’t enough left to hire a shofur. So I 
guess I’ll git a schooner. I kin handle that be meself. 
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WIRELESS PHOTOGRAPHY 


PLN Irishman wandering up Fifth Avenue saw in the 
window of a photographer’s shop a large photograph 

of Mephisto. He went inside and after gazing about 
the walls, said to the proprietor: 

“IT want to have a pichtur taken av meself an’ me 
bruther. How much?”’ 

The proprietor named the figure. 

‘‘All right,” said Pat. ‘‘Will you take it now?” 

‘Where is your brother?” asked the photographer, 

‘‘He’s in Ireland,’’ was the reply. 

‘Well, my man,’’ said the photographer, ‘‘we can’t 
take his picture unless he is here.’’ 

‘*That’s funny,’’ said Pat. ‘‘Ye took a pichtur av 
the divil an’ he’s down below.”’ 


A MEANS TO AN END 


yee AN DUSTY — What’s Bill ser restless fur? 
He’s been huntin’ around among the bushes fur 
hours. 

Walker Rhodes — He read a piece in the paper where 
it said a doctor’ll often give a man a quart of whiskey ter 
cure a snake bite. 

Dryan Dusty — Well? 

Walker Rhodes — He’s tryin’ ter find a snake. 
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SANITARY FOOD 


RL old Georgia negro was sent to the hospital in 
Atlanta. One of the nurses put a thermometer in 

his mouth to take his temperature. Presently, when the 
doctor made his rounds, he said, ‘‘ Well, George, how do 
you feel? ”’ 

‘“‘T feel right tol’ble, boss.”’ 

“Have you had any nourishment? ”’ 

OE SS bahay 

“What did you have? ”’ 

‘“‘ A lady done gimme a piece of glass ter suck, boss.”’ 


THEIR FATE DEPENDED 


URING the week certain members of the flock had 
been paying overmuch attention to sampling the 
local whiskey, and the minister took advantage of his 
position in the pulpit to administer gentle reproof. 
“An’ I tell ye, one an’ all, ye’re on the way to Per- 
deetion!”’ he cried. 

At that moment a fly settled on the Bible before him. 

Heraised his fist, ‘‘Ye’re gaein’ tae hell!’ heshouted. 
‘‘An’ ye’ll all get there, just sae sure as—sae sureas I 
ding the life out o’ this flee!’’ 

His fist crashed down as he uttered the words; then 
he looked to see the result of his handiwork. ‘‘Missed!’’ 
he ejaculated. ‘‘Ah, weel, maybe there’s a chance for 
some 0’ ye yet!”’ 
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A CANDIDATE FOR CONGRESS 


HH CANDIDATE for Congress found himself in the 

course of touring the constituency in front of a house 
near which a number of children were playing. Intent on 
his own business, the politician stopped for a moment to 
chat with the comely woman leaning upon the gate. 
Politely doffing his hat, the candidate inquired: 

‘‘Madam, I may kiss these beautiful children, may I 
notre. 

‘Certainly,’ replied the lady. 

When he had finished his wholesale contract the candi- 
date turned to the attractive woman at the gate and said: 

‘‘Seldom have I seen lovelier children. Yours, ma- 
dam?” 

The woman blushed deeply. 

‘* Ah, of course they are,”’ gallantly suggested the politi- 
cian. ‘‘ The little treasures, from whom else could they 
have inherited those eyes and rosy cheeks, those comely 
figures, and those musical voices.”’ 

But still the lady blushed. 

‘By the way, madam, ’’said he, “‘ may I impose upon 
your good nature to the extent of asking that you tell 
your husband that Mr. Cockrell called upon him this 
afternoon? ”’ 

‘* Excuse me, sir,’’ said the woman, “I have no hus- 
band.” 

“But these children, madam — surely you are not a 
widow?” 

“JT fear there’s some mistake, sir. This is an orphan 
asylum.” 


al i i i dk 
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WHY HE MARRIED AGAIN 


FN Ohio lawyer tells of: a client of his—a German 

farmer, a hard-working, plain, blunt man— who 
lost his wife not long ago. The lawyer had sought him 
out to express his sympathy; but to his consternation the 
Teuton laconically observed: 

“ But I am again married.” 

“You don’t tell me!’ exclaimed the legal light. ‘‘ Why, 
it has been but a week or two since you buried your 
wife!” 

“Dot’s so, my frent; but she is as dead as effer she vill 
De. 


COULDN’T STAND IT ANY LONGER 


FH STEWARD on a river steamer was addressed by an 
uneasy and excited Dutchman, who wanted to put 
somebody off the boat. The candidate for a forcible dis- 
embarkation was pointed out, but the steward could see 
nothing out of the way. The Dutchman exclaimed: 

“You don’d see nodings? Don’d you see dot man 
sidding dhere hugging dot vomans?”’ 

“‘Well, yes,” replied the steward; ‘‘ but what of that? 
Hasn’t a fellow a right to embrace his wife? ”’ 

“Got in Himmel,” replied the Dutchman, dancing 
around; ‘‘dat’s vot I vant him rundt oud for; dot’s mine 
vife, und I haf shtood id so long as never vas, und I haf 
got madt.”’ 
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A CLUB WOMAN 


(RARKEEPER — ‘Pat, your wife’s waiting for you 
outside.” 
‘Ts she alone?” 
Barkeeper — ‘‘ No, she has a club in her hand.” 


COME IN 


TA one night Smith complained to his wife of a 
severe cold, which affected him so that he could not 
speak above a whisper. Restless, and unable to sleep 
he insisted upon dressing and going to see the doctor. 
Arriving at the doctor’s house he rang the door bell, but 
no one answered. After ringing loudly again and receiv- 
ing no response, he was about to return home when a 
window above was thrown open and a feminine voice 
called out: 

“Who is it? ”’ 

“It’s Smith. Is the doctor in?”’ he asked, in low 
husky tones. 

*“No,” whispered the doctor’s wife, “come on in.” 


HAPPY ACCIDENT 


ASSENGER (about to leave the cars, sees his 

heavy satchel fall from the rack on a lady’s head) — 

“That’s very fortunate. I had just forgotten it was 
there.” 
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VERY EXACT 


H PRISONER of Jewish persuasion was up before 
a justice of the peace. His honor questioned him 

as follows: 

. What’s your name? A. Ikey Cohen. 

Q.. How old? A. Tirty-vun. 

Q. Married or single? A. Married. 

Q. Any children? A. Sure, eight. 

Q. Business? A. Rotten. 


(eS) 


A NICE MAN 


Gy CENE —Cabstand. Lady distributing tracts, hands 
one to cabby, who glances at it, hands it back and 
says politely, ‘‘ Thank you, lady, but I’m a married man.” 
Lady nervously looks at the title, and reading, ‘‘Abide 
with me,” hurriedly departs, to the great amusement of 
cabby. 

THE APTNESS WAS TOO MUCH 


FH MINISTER, a man of great vigor and vehemence, 
while preaching one Sunday, bent forward and 

shouted out with great force the words of his text: ‘* The 

righteous shall stand, but the wicked shall fall.” 

Just as these words escaped from his lips the pulpit 
broke from its fastening, and he fell out and rolled over on 
the floor before his congregation. Picking himself up he 
said: ‘‘ Brethren, I am not hurt, and I don’t mind the 
fall, but I do hate the connection.” 
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PLAYING SAFE 


N Irishman who had just joined the church in a 
small town was unfortunately caught by his priest 

when he was coming out of a saloon with a stone jug under 
his arm. ‘The quick eye of the priest caught this mae of 
Pat’s delinquency, and he said: 

“‘ Pat, just tell me what it is you have in that jug? ”’ 

a Wigs whiskey, yer Riverence,’’ answered Pat. 

‘‘ Whom does it belong to?’ queried the priest. 

“To me and me brudder Moike, yer Riverence.”’ 

‘Now see here, Pat, just pour yours out and be a good 
man.”’ 

‘‘Oh! yer Riverence, shure I cudn’t do that, mine’s on 
the bottom,’’ answered conscientious Pat. 


A LA CARTE 


HE Court Street car was crowded as it crossed the 
bridge with its daily load of toilers. A large portly 
colored woman was seated in the center of the car and 
attracted some attention in her efforts to quiet her rather 
restless child. 

She proceeded to give the child its noonday meal, but 
even that did not seem to satisfy the uneasy infant. At 
last, the mother with some show of exasperation ex- 
claimed, ““Now you look heayr, you bad chile, if you 
doant stop your foolin’ and take your dinner, I’ll give 
every bit of it to the conductor.” 
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ONLY THE RUNNER-UP 


CHE best man thought.he’d take a look around and 
see that everything was running as a fastidious bride 

would wish it, and up in the room where the presents were 
displayed, alone and unhappy looking, he came upon a 
youth, seemingly ready, like the wedding guest of the 
English poet, to ‘‘ beat his breast.”” He was wandering 
about, looking at silver and cut glass without seeing them, 
and the best man hardly knew how to approach him. 

“‘ ir — have you kissed the bride? ”’ he asked at last. 

And the answer told far more than its two meagre 
words might have been expected to. It was: ‘‘ Not 
lately!” 


IMPROVING 


FH FATHER, whose looks are not such as to warrant 
the breaking up of all existing statues of Apollo, 
tells this on himself: 

“My little girl was sitting on my lap facing a mirror. 
After gazing intently at her reflection for some minutes, 
she said: ‘Papa, did.God make you?’ ‘Certainly, my 
dear,’ I told her. 

*** And did He make me, too? ’— taking another look 
in the mirror. 

** “Certainly, dear. What makes you ask?’ 

‘* «Seems to me He’s doing better work lately.’ ”’ 
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PAT’S ANSWER 


NE summer afternoon an Irishman was seated in 
the rear of an open trolley car quietly smoking his 
ipe. 

: ne elderly lady, sour faced and sharp featured, boarded 
the car. ‘Taking a seat beside him she noticed Pat was 
smoking and requested him to stop. 

“Tndade, I’ll not. These last few seats are reserved for 
smokers.”’ 

‘Well you’re no gentleman to smoke in the presence of 
a lady, and if I were your wife, I would give you a dose 
of poison.”’ 

“Sure, and if I were unlucky enough to be your hus- 
band — I’d take it,”’ replied Pat. 


ONE GIFT SHE MISSED 


Gil X- YEAR-OLD Harry wanted to buy his sister a 
little Christmas present. His heart throbbed with 

joy at the thought, though he had in his pocket only 
ten cents. Nevertheless, he went around the shops and 
came back with a very satisfied look. His mother 
asked him what he had bought. 

‘“‘T got her a cream puff,’’ he said. 

“Well, you know, Harry,’’ said his mother, ‘‘that 
won’t last until Christmas.”’ 

‘“That’s what I thought after I bought it, Mother,” 
replied Harry calmly, ‘‘and so J ate it.’’ 
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PASS HIM UP 


)OWNSTAIRS they told me you wuz a painter,” 

said the rural visitor to the portrait artist as he 
entered the studio; ‘‘an’ as I want a job done in y’r 
line I thought I’d stop in an’ have a peek at y’r stock 


_o’ colors!”’ 


In return, the artist pointed carelessly to his color- 
daubed palette. 

‘“Them’s y’r colors, hey? ’”? mused the farmer, squinting 
at the palette. The next moment, however, his eyes fell 
on the artist’s frail and diminutive brush lying beside the 
palette. 

““What’s that little brush for?’ he asked, pointing at 
that article, after a close inspection of it. 

‘“That’s the one I paint with,” rejoined the amused 
artist. 

“Tt is, hey!’’ ejaculated the farmer, straightening up 
abruptly, ‘Then I'll pass you up, young man. With 
that little bit of a brush there it’d take you six months to 
paint one side o’ my barn!” 


AN EXCELLENT REASON 
ASEY — *‘Oi’ll wurk no more fer thot mon Dolan,” 
Mrs. Casey —‘*An’ phwy?” 
Casey — ‘‘Sure, ’tis an account av a remark thot he 
made t’ me.” 
Mrs. Casey — ‘‘Phwat did he say?” 
Casey — ‘‘Sez he, ‘Pat, ye’re discharged.’ ” 
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A PERFECT LADY 


PAE one night a young woman applied at the office 
of the Towana Hotel for a room. Owing to a 
County Fair being held that week at Towana, every room 
in the hotel was occupied. Realizing the situation, but 
wishing to accommodate her, if possible, the clerk ven- 
tured the suggestion that there was one room that had 
two beds in it, that only one was occupied and that per- 
haps she would be willing to occupy the empty one. 

‘““ But who, may I ask, is sleeping in the other bed? ”’ 

‘Well, er, that’s just what, er, I was hesitating about. 
The manager sleeps there.” 

“Sir!” replied the lady, hotly indignant, ‘‘ how dare 
you insult me? I want you to understand that I’m a 
perfect lady!” 

‘‘Oh, that’s all right,” said the clerk, ‘‘so is the man- 
ager,” 


HE WAS ON 


5 | boy,’”’ said the judge, ‘‘do you understand 
the nature of an oath? ’’ 
“* Makin’ a swear? ”’ 


“YVes.”’ 
“I know all about it, judge,” answered the youthful 
witness. ‘‘I sell papers right in front o’ de gas company’s 


office.” 
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ALLEE SAMEE 
N the neighborhood of Shanghai, an English sailor 
on his way to the foreigners’ burial ground to lay a 

wreath on the grave of a former comrade, met an intelli- 
gent-looking native carrying a pot of rice. 

“Hello, John!’ he hailed, ‘“‘ where are you goin’ with 
that ’ere?”’ 

“T takee put on glave — glave of my fliend,”’ said the 
Chinaman. 

“Ho! ho!’’ laughed the sailor, ‘‘and when do you ex- 
pect your friend to come up and eat it? ”’ 

John was silent a moment and then replied, ‘‘ All time 
samee your fliend come up and smellee your flowers.” 


A BULL 
(HE judge asked an Irish policeman named O’Connell, 
“When did you last see your sister?”? The police- 
man replied: ‘‘The last time I saw her, Judge, was 
about eight months ago, when she cailed at my home, 


and I was out.”’ 
‘“Then you did not see her on that occassion?’ ‘‘No, 


Judge; I wasn’t there,” 


A SAFE PLAY 
Gs following is a resolution of an Irish corporation: 
‘“That a new jail should be built, that this be done 
out of the material of the old one, and the old jail to be 
used until the new one be completed.”’ 


STUNG AGAIN 


HOW HE SHOWED THEM THE DEVIL 


H HUNGRY actor said to the proprietor of a winter 
resort hotel: ‘‘ If I did something to pass away the 
time for your guests, do you think you could give me my 
dinner? ”’ 

‘“Why, yes,’ said the good-natured landlord; “go 
into the drawing-room and give ’em a show.”’ 

A number of guests straggled into the parlor. The 
actor recited, impersonated, told jokes and sang, but 
failed to awaken any appreciative enthusiasm. 

He said to the landlord, ‘‘I don’t know what’s the 
matter with those people, they ‘rattled’ me. I never 
played to such an audience.” 

““Never mind, old fellow, you’ve earned your dinner 
trying to amuse them; go in and have a bite of something 
to brace you up.” 

After dinner, the actor, sustained by a well-lined 
stomach, felt in a mood for victory and revenge. 

The guests crowded in the parlor and seemed ready to 
listen to him. A train was about to leave for New York 
and he had but a few moments to spare, but he was willing 
to oblige them with something. 

“My efforts in the theatrical line do not seem to have 
pleased you; perhaps you would like to see some sleight 
of hand performances, or an exhibition of my mesmeric 
powers? ”’ 

“Oh, yes. We would like that.” 
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“Well,” said the actor, ‘‘would you like to see the 
devil? ”’ ; 

““Oh, yes! We would like to see the devil.” 

“Then,” observed the actor, grabbing his hat, ‘you 
can all go to h ,’ and he made a quick and timely 
exit to the train. 


A LOQUACIOUS SWAIN 
R. Backwoods had called for the first time to escort 
Miss Bumpkin to the weekly prayer meeting. An 
excess of timidity and self-consciousness reduced both to 
the point of absolute silence until at last and with visible 
effort, as the ‘‘meeting house’ is neared, the gallant 
summons all his courage: 

“Do you like stewed rabbit?’’ he hazards. 

‘‘Ves,’’ returns the maiden, coyly, 

Again silence, until on the return journey the home 
lights are sighted, when, with another mighty effort the 
resourceful swain asks feelingly: 

‘*Ain’t the gravy nice?” 

And yet there are those that maintain that country 
folks sometimes seem at a loss for conversational topics. 


A SIXTH SENSE 
BOBBY — Sister must be able to see in the dark. 
Mother — How so? 
Bobby — Because last night when she was sitting with 
Mr Staylate in the parlor, I heard her say, ‘‘Why, Tom 
you haven’t shaved!”’ 


STUNG AGAIN 


GUESS AGAIN 


HH country editor, in speaking of a steamboat, says, 
‘‘She had twelve devths in her ladies’ cabin.” 

“Oh, life of me!’’ exclaimed an old lady on reading 
the above, ‘‘what a squalling there must have been!’’ 


HE WAS HAPPY 


T T was sentence day in the city court. A man in 
the prisoners’ pen, who had been sentenced to two 

years for larceny, began to cry softly. The big man 
next him, who was going to serve seven years for bigamy, 
said: 

‘“* Aw, wotcher sniffin’ about? ”’ 

“Tm — I’m — th-th-thinkin’ about leavin’ [sob] my — 
my — family. Lea-leavin’ my wife —— 

“Aw, cut it out! Look at me. I ain’t cryin’, am I? 
An’ I’m leavin’ two of ’em.” 


RAISING HER RENT 


(HE landlord came in to Mrs. O’ Hooligan on the first 

day of May last, andsaid: ‘‘See here, my foine lady, 
Iam going to raise your rent.’’ ‘‘Oh thanks be to the 
- Lord,’’ said Mrs. O’Hooligan, ‘‘I’m so glad that you 
intend to raise it for me as Dan ain’t working and I’m 
nather able nor willing to raise it myself.’’ 
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USING THE TELEPHONE 


TT was the first time she had ever used a telephone 
and the drug clerk detected the fact by the nervous 

way in which she held the receiver. 

“Dear me,’ she exclaimed timidly, ‘‘ why are all those 
sievelike holes in the mouthpiece? ”’ 

““They are there for a purpose,”’ replied the drug clerk 
very solemnly. 

““What purpose? ”’ 

“‘ Why so you can strain your voice.”’ 

And she was so embarrassed she forgot the number 
she was to call up. 


DECLINED WITH REGRETS 


Ce bibulous citizen was holding high carnival on 
the street when an officer approached him and said: 

‘“Come with me to the station house.” 

The disturber of the peace pulled loose from the officer 
and began: 

“Hold on minute, m’ friend.” 

“No, Iwon’t hold ona minute. You come with me.” 

“Hold on jus’ half minute. I want jus’ one word 
with you.” 

‘All right,” replied the officer impatiently. “Be 
quick about it. What isit you want to say?” 

“All I want t’ say is jus’ this: I ’ppreciate your invi- 
tation, but I jus’ can’t go.” 
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GOOD FRIDAY 


HUNGRY Irishman went into a restaurant on 
Friday and said to the waiter: 
‘“‘ Have yez any whale? ”’ 
a3 No.”’ , 
** Have yez any shark?” 
ce INjok2 
‘“‘ Have yez any swordfish? ” 
ce No.” 
‘“‘ Have yez any jellyfish? ”’ 
oe No.”’ 
‘‘ All right,’”’ said the Irishman, ‘‘ then, be gobbs, bring 
me ham and eggs and a beefsteak smothered wid onions. 
The Lord knows I asked for fish.’’ 


BLARNEY 


N old Irishman on his death bed was asked whether 
there was any one with whom he would like to talk 
before passing away and he answered, ‘“‘ Yes, sir, Oi 
would loike to shpake with Dinny Reagan,” and Dinny 
was called. When he arrived the old man looked at him 
and said, ‘‘ Dinny, ould boy, whe’ve been inemies all our 
loives, but I’m going away now and —well, ould man, 
let’s shake hands and be frinds.”’ Dinny was willing 
and they shook hands. As Dinny was leaving, the old 
man called after him, ‘Say, Dinny, remimber, if I shouldn’t 
die all this blarney don’t count.” 
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LOOKS ARE DECEIVING 


man with a ministerial black coat anda black book 
under his arm entered a house. 

It was a boarding place and a woman boarder who 
saw the man coming in came to the conclusion that the 
minister was about to make acall. Nowa minister was 
just the man she had been wanting to see. When one 
is about to be married one does not like to have to hunt 
around for a minister. She made up her mind to engage 
the minister right on the spot. 

She hurried out into the hall and approached the 
visiting dominie. 

She came to the point without preliminaries. ‘‘I 
want to be married in about ten days,’’ shesaid. ‘‘Will 
you marry me?”’ 

“What! You want to marry muh?’’ exclaimed the 
visitor who took her request for a leap year proposal. 
‘*Aren’t you a little abrupt?” 

‘‘Now don’t be silly,’’ said the young woman coyly. 
“Of course I don’t want to marry you. I want you to 
marry me.’’ 

The man looked at her blankly for he didn’t see the 
distinction. 

‘“Why, you’re a minister aren’t you?” she inquired. 

‘“‘Minister! I should say not! I’ma book agent.” 
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TOOK HIS CHOICE 


FH YOUNG man was paying his attention to two 
sisters, and couldn’t make up his mind which one he 
wanted to marry. One:girl was very beautiful, but not 
very smart and had no accomplishments. ‘The other girl 
was fearfully homely, but clever, anda finesinger. Finally 
the fellow made up his mind to marry the homely one, so 
they became engaged and after a while got married. The 
morning after the wedding he woke up first, and looked 
at her as she lay on the pillow sleeping — her mouth open 
— her false hair off — and her own hair done up in curl 
papers, and altogether she looked a sight. 
He sat up and gazed at her a minute, then suddenly 
began to pinch her and said, ‘‘ Wake up! for God’s sake — 
wake up and sing! ” 


JUST LIKE HER 


Gees husband — Oh, dear, what is delaying 
the funeral? The rooms are crowded now!” 
Undertaker’s assistant — ‘‘ Mr. Berriem is making some 
final arrangements about the coffin, and the corpse is not 
quite ready yet.” 
Grieving husband — ‘“‘ Not ready yet! That’s Hannah 
all over; she always did like to keep folks waiting.”’ 
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IN A THEATRE 


A WOMAN kept raising her arm to smooth her hair, 
and every time she did so she jabbed her elbow into 
a fat stranger sitting next to her. 

After she had executed a particularly vicious jab at her 
neighbor’s neck, she volunteered to explain. ‘‘ Excuse 
me, sir,” she said, “‘ but I’ve just had my hair shampooed 
and I can’t do a thing with it.” 

At the end of the performance the fat man in hurrying 
for the aisle stepped on the gown of the woman with the 
elbow jabs. 

‘Pardon me, madam,” says he, ‘“‘ but I had my feet 
chiropodized this afternoon and I can’t do a thing with 
them,”’ 


THE DOG’S DISPOSITION 


(HE superintendent of streets in Cleveland recently 

summoned to his presence an Irish officer, to whom he 
said: ‘‘It is reported to me that there is a dead dog in 
Horner Street. I want you to see to its disposition.” 
‘“ Vis, sorr,’’ said the subordinate. In half an hour the 
Irishman telephoned his chief as follows: ‘‘I have made 
inquiries about the dog’s disposition, and I find that it 
was a savage one.”’ 
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CHEAP LIGHTING 


H GIRL having washed her hair was drying it in the 
usual fashion, when the younger brother asked what 
made her hair stand out,in all directions. She answered 
that her hair was full of electricity. The boy remarked: 
‘Well, if you got electricity in your hair, and ma has gas 
in her stomach, what’s the use of paying lighting bills? ”’ 


MERELY A SUGGESTION 


PHN elderly gentleman was riding on a street car the 

other day. A boy began tolaugh, and laughed so he 
couldn’t stop. The old gentleman told his mother that 
the boy needed a spanking and she replied that she didn’t 
believe in spanking on an empty stomach, whereupon 
the man said, ‘‘ Neither do I; turn him over.”’ 


EXPLANATORY 


VEY are you raising the price of milk two cents?” 
asked the housewife, grimly. 
*‘ Well, you know,” returned the milkman, ‘‘ winter 
is coming on and —— 
““Oh, I see,’’ resumed the woman, not softening in 
manner, ’‘‘the water will be needed for making ice.”’ 


” 
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YOU COULDN’T DISCONCERT HIM 


(pe young ladies on the promenade ofa seaside resort 
had been watching the vessels pass through a tele- 

scope lent them by an ‘‘ancient mariner.”’ On handing 
the glass back one of them remarked that it was a very 
good one, 

““Yes, miss,’’ said the old tar; ‘‘that ’ere telescope 
was given me by Lord Nelson.” 

‘‘Good gracious! Why, Nelson has been dead nearly 
a hundred years.” 

‘Well, I’m blowed,’’ remarked the salty one, quite 
abashed, ‘‘’ow the time do fly.”’ 


STILL HAD A CHANCE 


UISGINIANS are telling with much amusement of a 
Jamestown exposition incident in which the Gov- 

ernor of one of the Southern States was an important 
actor, ‘The Governor, so the story runs, was crossing 
from his State building to the executive offices of the 
exposition. He was about to pass through the gateway 
when he saw an old negro carrying a large box. 

‘You go through first, uncle,’’ said the Governor. 
**You have the largest load.” 

“Yes sah; ah has now,’’ replied the aged darkey. 
‘But hit’s early in de day yit.’’ 
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NO “ SAWSIDGE” 


FAND now the scene shifts once more to the little 
restaurant where the waiter insists upon slamming 
down your plate or saucer as if it was a right bower. 

The man with the face that made him look as if he was 
on his way to a masquerade had ordered a sandwich and 
cup of coffee. Then he decided to put an addenda to his 
order. ‘‘Gimme a plate o’ that country sawsidge,’’ he 
told the waiter. 

Just then the accident happened, somebody stepped on 
the tail of a small, anemic-looking yellow purp dog that 
had followed another customer into the eat shop. ‘The 
dog gave three staccato yelps. 

“‘ Aw, just countermand that order for sawsidge,”’ 
growled the man with the face, ‘“‘I didn’t know you had 
to go and make it.”’ 


NO MISTAKE 


per made a mistake in your paper,’ said an in- 
dignant man, entering the editorial sanctum of a 
daily journal. ‘‘I was one of the competitors at an 
athletic entertainment last night, and you referred to me 
as the well-known lightweight champion.”’ 

“Well, are you not? ”’ inquired the sporting editor. 

‘No, I’m nothing of the kind!’ was the angry response; 
“and it’s confoundedly awkward, because I’m a coal 
dealer.” : 
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HE WAS WILLING TO WALK 


T N a certain provincial town in Ireland dwelt two 

Celts — Hennessy and O’Brien — who one day set 
out to seek their fortunes in a new country. In Dublin 
they became separated, and Hennessy, unable to find his 
comrade, embarked for America alone. Arrived in New 
York, he secured a position as a diver and was put to work 
near the docks. 

Meanwhile, O’Brien, after an arduous but vain search 
for his friend, took a ship bound for New York. As the 
ship was being docked, he saw a diver just emerging from 
the water; and, as O’Brien had never seen a diver before, 
he watched this one’s every move with wonderment. But 
his delight and amazement knew no bounds when, seeing 
the diver remove his helmet, he recognized his one-time 
companion, Hennessy. Suddenly, however, a great light 
broke upon O’Brien’s mind, and his countenance under- 
went a change. There was a world of reproach in his 
voice when he sang out: 

“Oi say, Hinnessy,.why the divil didn’t yez tell me ye 
intinded to walk over? I’d have walked with ye.” 


WAS HE MARRIED 


(a WIDOW — “I want a man to do odd jobs 

about the house, run on errands; one that never 

answers back and is always ready to do my bidding.”’ 
Applicant — ‘‘ You’re looking for a husband, ma’am.” 
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A FRIENDLY TIP 


ECKEM — You are not married yet, are you? 
Youngbach — No; but I’m engaged, and that’s 
as good as being married,’’ 
Peckem — Say, it’s a whole lot better, if only you 
knew. : 


HE GOT EVEN, ALL RIGHT 


HH GROCER was guilty of some rather sharp practice 
on a customer, and the latter stamped out of the 
store, roaring: 

‘*You’re a swindler and, I’ll never enter your doors 
again!’’ 

Next day, though, he came back and bought five 
pounds of sugar. 

‘“‘Dear me,’’ said the grocer, smiling in a forgiving 
way, ‘‘I thought you were never going to enter my 
doors again.”’ 

‘““Well, I didn’t mean to,’’ said the customer; “‘but 
yours is the only shop in the place where I can get what 
Iwant. Iam going to pot some bulbs and I need 
sand.” 


A GOOD START FOR THE NEW YEAR 


HAT’S all the row over on the next block?” a re- 
porter asked of a policeman. 
“‘Aw, only a wooden weddin’.”’ 
‘‘A wooden wedding?’’ 


*‘Sure. A couple uv Poles is gettin’ married,” 
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TOMMY’S ERROR 


(D®*: DE SMYTHE.—‘‘Tommy, do you want some 
nice plum jam?”’ 

Tommy.—‘‘Yes, mother.’’ 

““T was going to give you some to put on your bread, 
but I’ve lost the key to the pantry.” 

‘*‘Vou don’t need the key, mother. I can reach down 
through the window and open the door from the inside.” 

‘*That’s what I wanted to know. Now just wait till 
your father comes home.” 


RIGHT AFTER ALL 


H school teacher gave her class a lesson on the uses 
of the different parts of the body. She said: ‘‘The 
eyes we use to see with, the nose to smell, the feet to 
run.” 
When she reviewed the lesson and asked for this sen- 
tence, a small boy stood up and said: ‘‘The eyes to see 
with, the nose to run, and the feet to smell.’’ 


PHWAT 


ASEY bet on a horse which finished last. He. 
went down to the paddock, called out the jockey who 
had ridden him and said: ‘‘ In hivin’s name, young man, 
phwat delayed you?” 
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PLAUSIBLE EVIDENCE 


pou say you met the defendant on a street car, and 
that he had been drinking and gambling?’”’ said the 
attorney for the defense, during the cross-examination. 

“Yes,” replied the witness. 

** Did you see him take a drink?” 

ce No.”’ 

** Did you see him gambling? ”’ 

6c No.’”’ 

‘‘Then how do you know,” demanded the attorney, 
“that the defendant had been drinking and gambling? ”’ 

“‘ Well,” explained the witness, ‘“‘he gave the conductor 
a blue chip for his carfare and told him to keep the change.” 


FAMILY ARRANGEMENTS 


Dens daughter and I are thinking of eloping.”’ 
‘““Are, eh?” responded the old man, genially. 
‘“‘ Automobile, I suppose? ”’ ' 

‘“‘That’s the approved style. We don’t want to violate 
the conventions.” 

“All right,’ resumed the old man, ‘“‘ better take my 
machine, though. It’s faster than yours, and, of course 
I'll be bound to pursue.”’ 


_ 
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STILL AHEAD 


ILLIE COLLIER, the comedian, was an irre- 

pressible member of a barn-storming combination, 

which some ten years ago did the “‘ tank’’ towns of the 
Middle West. 

The company had been doing a poor business for several 
weeks when a certain town in Illinois was reached. Just 
before the curtain went up that night, Collier was standing 
at the curtain ‘‘ peephole,” sizing up the audience. 

‘“ How’s the house, Willie? ’”’ asked another player. 

‘‘ Well,” answered Collier, ‘‘ there are some out there. 
But,” he added impressively, ‘‘ we’re still in the majority, 
old boy, still in the majority!” 


REMINDING THE BURGLAR 


ee was a very courageous man, and when, one 
stormy night, he heard mysterious noises in his 
house, at Ryader, he took a revolver and decided thor- 
oughly to explore the place. On reaching the hall the 
light from his candle disclosed to view a typical Bill Sykes, 
laden with a bulging sack, and just on the point of letting 
himself out. 


*‘ Hallo!” cried Jones. ‘‘Come back, you.” 
‘“‘What’s that?’’ said the burglar. ‘‘Ah, yes, the 
silver candlestick! Permit me!’ (Takes it from the 


hand of the astonished Jones, and puts in into his bag.) 
“Ten thousand thanks! Have I forgotten anything else?”’ 


- 
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OBLIGED 


Two Hebrews went to a Mills Hotel and were obliged 
to take a bath before retiring. 

Upon beholding each other, one shouted in surprise, 
‘Oh, Abey, how dirty you are!’’ 

“Vell, what you tink?” said Abey, ‘“‘I’m three years 
older dan you.” 


BRUTE 
T T was a gourmand who reached his home at 3 A. M. 
to find himself locked out. 

“You can just go away,” his wife said. “I’m tired 
of this. You shan’t get in to-night.” 

‘*But, my dear,’’ hiccoughed the husband, “‘I have 
brought home a broiled lobster and two bottles of cham- 
pagne.”’ 

“T’ll make a light, dear,’’ she said, leading the way 
through the dark hall toward the dining-room. 

And then she turned on the electric current, and 
looking at her husband, frowned. 

‘“But, where,’ she demanded, ‘‘is the lobster and 
champagne? ”’ 

“Here,” said the man, with a coarse laugh, striking 
himself on the stomach. 


PERHAPS 


CHE reason some men like to go home at night is be- 
cause of the pleasure it gives them to go away again 
the next morning, 
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IRISH WIT 


H TRAVELLER touring Ireland was accosted by a 

Killarney beggar saying. ‘‘Will yer honor drop a 
sixpince into this American hat,’’ as he held out an old 
derby full of holes, ‘‘Why do you call it an American 
hat?’ he was asked. ‘‘Sure,’’ was the reply, ‘‘because 
there’s no crown in it.” 


A HERO 


HH DARKEY who was fishing had a little boy about 

four years old at his side, as he threw the line into 
the water the little chap fell in also. The old darkey 
plunged in and brought out the youngster, squeezed 
him out, and stood him up to dry. A Clergyman who 
came along happened to see him and said, ‘‘My man 
you have done nobly, you are a hero, you saved that 
boy’s life.’’ ‘‘Well,’” said the darkey, ‘‘I didn’t do that 
to save his life; he had de bait in his pocket.’’ 


HE WANTED A REST 

CUHERE was not even standing room in the six-o’clock 

crowded car, but one more passenger, a young 
woman, wedged her way along just inside the doorway. 
Each time the car took a sudden lurch forward she fell 
helplessly back, and three times she landed in the arms 
of alarge, comfortable man on the back platform. The 
third time it happened he said quietly: ‘‘Hadn’t you 
better stay here?’ 
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COMPANY OLEO 


Gy TROLLING into a grocer’s shop the other day, a 
little boy asked for half a pound of oleomargarine. 
He was being served, and the shopman was about to wrap 
the oleo up in paper when the lad exclaimed: “ Please, 
sir, my muvver wants to know if yer’ll stamp a cow on it, 
’cos we’re havin’ cump’ny.” 


PREJUDICED 


T Na Baltimore court one woman was suing another for 
slander. When the plaintiff was put on the witness 

stand her attorney said to her, ‘‘ Now madam, just tell 
the court what the defendant said about you.” 

“Oh, I cannot,’ she hesitatingly replied. 

“But, madam, you must,’ the attorney insisted. 
“The whole case hangs upon your testimony.” 

“‘ But it isn’t fit for any decent person to hear,” replied 
the witness. 

“ Ah, in that case,” answered the attorney, ‘‘ just step 
up to the judge and whisper it in his ear,” 


“STUNG” 


This is the title of one of our books 
containing a couple of hundred of 
the best stories ever told,—stolen, 
scissored, suggested and bunched 
together in one book by Bert Davis. 

It'is up-to-date and a little beyond. 

There are from three to five laughs 
to the page, sixty-four pages to the 
book. The price of the book is 
fifty cents per copy, postpaid or at 
your bookseller’s. 

It is bound in cloth and has a 
cover design that is worth the price of the book. 


THE MUTUAL BOOK COMPANY 


Boston Mass. 


A BUNCH OF 
LEMONS 


To have a lemon served you 
with the proper ingredients ‘‘Is 
out of sight.’? To have a bunch 
served, fixed to suit a king, ought 
to land the recipient into the 
seventh Heaven or the Bug House. 
Take your choice. You get all 
this, nicely bound in cloth, mailed 


to you postpaid, on receipt of fifty cents. 


THE MUTUAL BOOK COMPANY 


BOSTON, MASS. 


CRISP TOASTS 


“Here's to the man 
Who owns the land 
That grows the vine 
That bears the grapes 
That makes the wine 
That tastes as good as this does.” 


This is one of more than two hundred on 
the ninety-six pages of this new toast book. 


It is the newest and best toast book pub- 
lished. It contains more new and more 
good toasts than any other similar book. 


The book is printed in two colors, border design in green, type in brown on India 
tint paper. It is died out to exactly resemble a slice of toast. 


Cloth binding, boxed, 75 cents. Leather binding, boxed, $1.50. 


AFTER DINNER STORIES 


For an after dinner talk a five-minute 
recital of a witty story is worth an hour's 
oration of sober fact. The story, however, 
must be clever and genuinely humorous. 

The compiler of this book has endeavored 
to produce a book distinctly different from 
anything published heretofore. Every one 
of the several stories on each of the ninety-six 
pages is good. There is not a dry page in 
the book. 

Owing to the quantity of the anecdotes 
there is an almost unlimited selection. 
There will be found a story for every time 
that “That Reminds You.” 

The book is printed from new type on 
antique paper. 

Cloth binding with cover design in three 

colors, 75 cents. [imp calf binding, a special presentation edition, boxed, $1.50 
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